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Cinguain for the Ocean 


The waves 

Braid salty hair 

To coax me under...to 
Breathe in the dark sand that bunes 
My toes 


[stephanie elgersma] 


[tiffany wagner] 


i, 


To Find Her Heart beside a Stone 


Sunset wavers 


purples and blues. 


The ocean floor, the tide moves 


beneath water: rushes — 
surrounds, 

encircles — 

the lost daughter. 


Wounded, forgotten, left 
alone. 


There's the heart. 
There’s the stone. 


Red stains the sea 

and the undertow does pull— 
gasping for air, for life. 

The endless null. 


In the raging storm of 
white and black 

the ice does cover 

the heart of her lover. 


[janine siemens] 


bright bikes [chelsea schinkel] 


Untitled 


| don't want anything from Starbucks. 
This can only mean one thing: 
lam clinically dead. 


Or! 

A GOD HAS FALLEN! 

One of my self-constructed temples has inexplicably crumbled. 

So I'm sitting here, pen in hand, that smell of coffee in the air with something else, 
something not quite clean, underneath it.! am drawn to nothing in this place. 

The feeling is strangely dull. What's the big deal about some coffee and milk in a cup? 
Did it ever really deliver all | thought it could? 

It was the walk over, the decision, the wait, the anticipation, the warmth. 

Then it cools off and no one likes a lukewarm latte. 

The last few sips are inevitably thrown out and all those bubbles give me a bloated 
feeling. All for the bargain price of five dollars and an irksome one cent. 


So where do | take my money and my wanderlust now? 


[terri brunsting] 


cornbury park, oxfordshire 


[leah ensing] 


The Phantom Band 


A merry band set out one morn 
With the rising sun. 

Wielding sturdy staves of thorn, 
Long cloaks about them swung. 


Fine horses laden with supplies 
Trod carefully behind, 

Pulling carts of every size 

With food and barrels lined 


Local peasants of the wood 

All wondered at the sight, 
Gazing frozen where they stood, 
At men so bold and bright. 


With footsteps firm and spirits light, 


They wound through field and grove, 


Over stream and mountain height, 
And ever onward strove. 


A wild, unearthly tune they sang 

To each new passerby, 

Who often joined the ranks behind, 
Stirred by their rally-cry: 


“Stay your grinding, drop your load 
Oh leave this barren land. 

All you who tread some lonely road 
Come join our merry band!” 


“We have our lives to march away, 
No need to count the years. 

We are forever young and gay 
With neither pain nor fears.” 


Yet some who marched began to pine 
For those they left at home. 

They wearied of the song and wine, 
And longed no more to roam. 


One urged another in his place, 
Now surely we must flee, 

For quickly fades my dear love's face 
From thought and memory.” 


They tried to turn with manner bold, 
But all about did stand, 

A throng of men all smiling cold, 
“Don't leave our merry band!” 


So waited they for faded light, 

And softly slipped away. 

Alarm cries echoed through the night 
Pursuing hounds did bay. 


Their ever-pounding feet now fly 
Over sea and land, 

Followed by a terror-cry, 

“Come join our merry band!” 


It is a ghost-band cursed to roam 

For all eternity, 

They have no warmth of fire or home, 
No rest for them shall be. 


So if you spy these shining ones, 

Grip firm your brother's hand, 

Stern warn your daughter and your sons 
“Join not that merry band!” 


__ [elizabeth o'brien] 


Chasing 
"Maybe I’Il buy a new CD," I thought as I pulled the fry basket out of the boiling lard. 


That was the hottest day of the summer and somehow I had been suckered into working a 
six-hour shift at McDonalds over the less-than-refreshing fumes of the fry machine. Yes, I was 
ten million or so other sixteen-year-olds slaving away in the quintessential adolescent job. But 
at least I could buy a new CD. 


This possibility always haunts me when I’m the most bored or upset or unfulfilled. That 
summer I was a mix of the three. I had suffered a slight loss of innocence, which, at the time, 
seemed monumental. Looking back, it was only a catalyst setting off a reaction years in the 
making. And all I could think of to do was to stew in the heat and ponder exciting new 
purchases. 


Shopping is a funny thing. There’s always that sense that what you buy is going to make 
sundry problems better. As if a shirt is going to change me completely and that change will 
somehow mean confidence and freedom along with general gorgeousness and wit! It wasn’t 
about the music then; it was that moment after the debit machine spells out "Approved" and 
I’m holding a possibility in my hand and it’s mine, mine, all mine! 


Funny how once we take the purchase home, it becomes part of our surroundings and the 
spell is broken. It’s broken so fast and we wonder, what else can I buy? It’s like those people 
who pursue someone just because they love the chase. It’s a dream of romance, of a campfire 
with all the friends we’ve never had, and all it really takes to have this dream is a pair of 
American Eagle jeans. Of course, why didn’t I think of that? Denim sewn together in just the 
right way naturally equals campfire bliss and no emptiness inside at all, no vacuum in our 
hearts to suck in everything without ceasing, without filling the vacuum at all. A God-shaped 
hole, I think Blaise Pascal called it. I didn’t know that though. All I could see at the time was 
the immediate emotion and how I had to get this music and these clothes to create a new skin 
to inhabit. How very strange now that it lives in the logical part of my mind and not in my 
sixteen-year-old heart. 


And so it was the empty summer. One chase gives way to another... 


I didn’t stop chasing for a long time after that. I chased music and images and, like the 
addict looking for the next fix, I couldn’t seem to get enough. My own little rabbit hole 
eventually went somewhere, an actual physical place called Kingston. There was this boy, 
see... he played ““The Get Up Kids” for me on guitar. Apparently, in my world, this was a 
prerequisite for dating someone. The first sign of trouble showed up when we were supposed 
to go out for dinner at Tommy Chan’s (I’m a sucker for Chinese buffet) and we went CD- 
shopping for him instead. But since the CD he bought was good, I mentally erased any 
dissatisfaction. 


Maybe every girl has a trace of sheer stupidity, a tiny and troublesome seed of blindness 
that just needs the right conditions: a sufficient heart-stomping in previous days or months, for 
example, or just the right turn of phrase on the part of some handsome, but fatally flawed, 
member of the opposite sex. Maybe all that’s needed is a sense of spark in a darkened movie 
theatre. (I never said my life didn’t include cliches!) Whatever the catalyst of choice, we end 
up pushing each and every flaw aside for that rare moment when we feel like the most precious 


thing to have come into the said individual’s life. There. I blame the seed of blindness for all 
actions involving "Mr. Wrong." 


In the style of most Mr. Wrongs, this one was able to say he missed me oh so much, yet 
when I surprised him up in Kingston, he was alarmingly able to nod quickly in my direction 
and then go on with the more urgent matter of skateboarding. The pieces that were slowly 
being chipped off my fragile heart rose in one big lump in my throat. In the style of most girls 
with the aforementioned trace of stupidity, I swallowed said lump. 


And so it went. My friends had said that out of all of us, I was the one most likely to end up 
with the right guy. I wasn’t going to wade through the High School relational sludge-pile like 
the general teenage population. It was a lovely idea, me dodging that bullet and all, but the 
God-shaped hole was a pesky thing. So instead I chose the rather classy option of making out 
in a lot of bushes with a skateboarding guitarist. Instead of being the smart one, I shut my eyes, 
ears and mouth. Like the proverbial three monkeys, I chose to hear no evil, see no evil and 
speak no evil, at least when it came to Mr. Wrong. This turned out to be a poor choice in the 
end. 


I didn’t stop chasing my music while I was chasing Mr. Wrong. But for some weird reason, 
chasing music had taken on a strange new form. I used to lie wherever I was and listen, usually 
with my eyes closed, just allowing myself to be demolished by sound. Three years old by the 
record player and that’s what you would have seen. (I would have had a stuffed mouse flung 
beside me. She had to be demolished by sound too.) Now, however, I couldn’t rest in it 
anymore. There was something to keep up with, names of bands that meant nothing to me but 
were supposed to. So I learned the names like lines, and I learned a new set of rules too. There 
were rules about brands (or lack thereof, take your pick of hypocrisies) and rules about vintage 
T-shirts and irony and things to hate. I hated McDonalds for one. I hated it so much that I 
didn’t tell a soul when I bought a Big Mac. I also made a pretense of hating the "popular kids." 
Interestingly, I had not been unpopular since elementary school, so I’m not sure how I got 
away with this. I tried really, really hard to hate "Blink 182," because they were "sellouts," or 
at least, that was how the story went. 


And, of course, I was in a BAND. I was the keyboardist with Mr. Wrong in a podged- 
together indie/emo/post-hardcore/ridiculous music group called "The Scary Skulls." We made 
a whole lot of ruckus and not a lot of music, at least not the kind I would have lain back and 
listened to with my eyes closed. Somehow, I convinced myself that I loved it, and I certainly 
did love being there with the guys with my new crow-black hair and matching black attitude. 
And then I would drive home alone, 45 minutes down the 401, and just crank the Sarah 
McLachlan. It was my mother’s CD no less. I especially loved her Beatles cover of Blackbird. 
"You were only waiting for this moment to arrive." I didn’t feel so totally awesome then but I 
felt calm. Sometimes I would even buy a Big Mac, and although the two fit nowhere into my 
stellar new life, it surprisingly made me very happy. Surprising indeed. 


All chases of all imaginary white rabbits eventually come to an end. Either we die or we 
see our quarry for what it is. 


It was Saturday night and we had band practice. I worked feverishly all day to get some 
homework done so maybe, just maybe, I could get the van. I had almost stopped noticing the 
anxious knot in my stomach. It was easy to ignore because it had been there for months. 


Finally it was five o’clock, the time I had set for myself to quit English. Time to put on my 
inch-thick eyeliner and go. 


"Mom. I need the van, ‘kay?" 

"Not tonight, sweetheart." 

Oh no, the knot was back with a vengeance. 

"Mom, listen, I need the van, we have our first show tomorrow." I kept my voice down. 
"Well, maybe he can come get you this time," she said, a little derisively I thought. 

"He can’t, Mom. He can’t afford gas!" 


"And you can? You just spent all your money on a birthday present for him. He can come 
get you." Definitely derisive. 


I was actually shaking. My world was so small at that point and this van debacle threatened 
to throw it off its axis. I made my one phone call. He couldn’t come get me because he was 
watching a movie with "the guys" and taking a nap before band practice. 


"Listen I really do miss you though, so try and make it okay?" he said. "I gotta go, the 
delivery guy is here." 


"What? What did you order? I thought you had no money!" I yelped. 
"Don’t flip out, I got paid today. We ordered a forty of vodka." 

"T thought you were straightedge!" 

"Gotta go, hon. Try and make it down. We need the van." Click. 


I slowly closed my eyes, covered my ears and shut my mouth nice and tight. I would just 
have to take the van anyway. This wasn’t going to be pretty. I snuck out with the keys, 
whispering a prayer to the God of stupid teens, and started up the van. As I recall, I was even 
wearing a black hood. Mom would never see me then! 


I turned up the volume to drown out my thoughts and the beat of my ever-crumbling heart. 
I wasn’t listening to my old friend Sarah this time. Too much truth in those chords for a liar. 
So much for ever getting my mom to like this relationship. I was going for broke. 


The highway was empty and dark. Good for stealthy stealers such as myself. I picked up a 
little speed as I went, and tried to piece together just what the hell I was doing. I needed to get 
to band practice. I just needed to see him and be that girl and I’d be fine. Even if it made no 
sense in my mind, well, I had followed my heart this far and somehow that would conquer all, 
including my own doubts. Hearts don’t tell lies, right? 


But what if they’re damaged? 


So I’m halfway between Kingston and Napanee, and no police cars sent by my mother are 
in sight. I’m focusing on what I can see in my headlights. It gets dark out early now and 
summer is a million miles behind me. A crow appears in the line of the headlights. I hate 
crows. I hate most birds. They seem capable of doing endless damage. Those beaks, my gosh! 
Who knows what malevolent thoughts lurk behind those beady little eyes. The very first time I 
went driving, I hit a little bird. My nerves have never recovered. So when I see the crow in my 
headlights I think, great, my own personal harbinger of doom. No one’s around so I slow down 
a little. The stupid crow takes flight a split second too late and he soars up, up, but my 
windshield gets in the way with a sickening thud. I scream and swerve and my harbinger and I 
slam into the guardrail. 


Darkness. 
I am demolished by sound. It is sirens. Someone whispers in my ear, "Wake up." 
Wake up. 


I was wearing my seatbelt. Note to all of you: always wear your seat belt. I got away with a 
concussion and a broken collarbone. And a God-shaped hole finally shown for what it was. 


I didn’t have a youth-group conversion or a near-death experience or an intervention of 
misty-eyed and sincere friends. But I did have a voice belonging to an ambulance attendant 
that said, "Wake up" and a stiller, smaller voice, belonging to the deep that said, "Stop 
chasing." 


I still feel the tug sometimes. I'll sit in my living room reading or doing homework and feel 
so restless because none of this is enough for all that drives us. But I don’t get in my van right 
away. I just wait. It’s not found in a store or a band or a look or an attitude. Even "Mr. Right" 
isn’t magically carrying around all the heart needs in his pocket like a cure-all. This is a story 
that doesn’t end here; it’s a search that goes on. So I sit still and close my eyes and wait, a little 
bit at a time, for the emptiness to subside. 


[terri brunsting] 


[tiffany wagner] 


yuP 


The clouds look like an after thought 
| am an after thought 
| hate driving with you 


(laura stewart] 


Vain and Untitled 


Two moments ago 

| had an urge to drink 

my bottle of foundation 
Fragrance-Free Clean makeup 
Gulp it down 

as if it were alcohol 

or that white chalky drink 
they use for x-rays 

But instead | stare at myself 
in the mirror 

twirling my hoop earring 
around and around in my ear 
and think about 

how my fingernails actually 
look quite nice in this light 


[stephanie elgersmal] 


[kaitlyn mcgee] 


| am Icarus. 
mY ng away, caretree 
O1o. 


| am Icarus. 
Your passion’s the sun, my wax wings 
Meltin g. 


| am Icarus. 

Falling, terrified, unsure of what is 
Below. 

lam Icarus, | 

| plunge, immersed in the sea of your 
Love. 


lam In love. 


jessica wallman] 


dawn [ellie — 


[ Think I saw Me 


[ saw a picture once of a al | 

a black and white picture and ht 
was cut off but her lips were th 
yes her lips and her neck and i 
creeping around her neck were two hands 
they were male hands his thum i 
resting on the line of her chin 

his fingers curving slightly and 
they might have been pressing 
on her neck pushing it gently 
with the hint of a threat 

but the picture was fuzzy 

there was something dangerous 
about his hands being there 

but her lips don’t look scared 

I looked at this picture and knew 
her and I knew this man 

I couldn't see him but I felt his 
hands on my neck and I knew no 
to be scared he was dangerous 
yes he was dangerous but 

so were my lips 

and so was my neck 


[stephanie elgersma] 


drawing [chelsea schinkel] 


A Happy Story (Tentative Title) 


“You think stories are supposed to be witty or funny?! They need a moral or to make you 
feel good about your life?! Is my job as the narrator to make something entertaining for 
you to swallow? Well, swallow this Mother—!” Charley shoved the barrel of his pistol 
under his mother’s chin and pulled the trigger. 


Charley ‘Toward danced into the living room, eyes ablaze. “Mom! Mom! You’ll never 
guess what happened to me!” 


“Mother,” his mother replied still clipping coupons out of magazine. A stack of unclipped 
magazines lay piled on the coffee table. “Call me ‘Mother’.” 


“Mother, please—” 
“That’s better.” 
“Please, ‘Mother’, I’m thirty-three years old. Why can’t I call you ‘Mom’?” 


Mrs. ‘Toward picked up another magazine and shook it out. Deftly flipping backwards 
through the pages with her left hand, she circled ads in red permanent marker. 


“Mom?” 
She refused to respond. 


“Talk to me Mom,” Charley commanded. “Why won’t you talk to me?” He watched her 
put down the marker and in one fluid motion her scissors scythed through the magazine. 
“What are you cutting that out for?” He stared at the glossy photo of a Jacuzzi. “Mom, 
why are you cutting that out?” 


Charley’s mother continued to flip through the magazines. Her scissors flew across the 
pages. 


“Talk to me!” Charley yelled, beating the coffee table with his fist. “Look me in the eyes 
and talk to me!” 


‘The hands holding the scissors trembled slightly, but Mrs. Toward refused to give in. Her 
shoulders stiffened. 


The scissors flew on as she looked up at him for the first time. “Tell me a story,” she said 


firmly between scrunched lips. 


Those lips, those painted red lips on the parched, white landscape of her face! The 
crimson stain on her mouth oddly fascinated him. He felt sucked in and helpless when he 


looked at those wrinkled, red lips. Charley couldn’t bear to look at them any longer, 
staring instead at the mantle clock in the shape of a Cheshire Cat above her head. How 
long would he put up with this? 


A smell he hadn’t noticed before surprised him, seeping vulgarly from his mother’s shawl. 
“Are you,” he inhaled deeply through his nostrils, “wearing perfume?” 


Her scissors clicked away. “You know the rule,” she said. “Forget to call me by my proper 
name and you have to tell me a story. Oh, and do make it a happy one, won’t you?” she 
asked, unruffled, staring directly into his eyes. 


Charley met her gaze. “I don’t have time for this, Mother.” 


No one knows exactly what caused Charley Toward’s gross disfigurement, but they had 
their theories. ‘The doctors suggested bad posture or a poor lifting stance had, over time, 
given him the curved spine and hunched shoulders he has today. His mother disagreed, 
arguing that Charley had never so much as touched a box or slouched an inch under her 
roof for so much as a second. Her boy’s bent back was a product of teenage rebellion she 
insisted. Father ‘Thomas, the family confessor, however, was closer to the mark when he 
reflected to a friend over tea in the parish atrium, “That boy, Charley, sad case that one 
is. ‘he boy’s got the world on his shoulders.” 


Charley lived on a rolling slope in a medium sized mansion at the top. To get from school 
to home, he was forced to walk a mile to the city and then trudge another through the 
slummy section before he reached the nicer sections of ‘Toward estate. It was this final leg 
of his journey that brought his world so vividly into perspective. 


By a fluke of luck, Mrs. Toward had inherited a good many of the houses in Glancaster 
Loop, the ‘low end’ of town, from a deceased relative years before; now she rented them 
out to whoever had the bad fortune to need them. Over the next two decades, the houses 
turned into virtual slums as Charley’s mother did more rent collecting than maintaining. 
It was in one such house that Sarah Cowl lived. 


I remember the Cowl family vividly. I was 9 and Sarah was 11. She and I would play games and drink 
from imaginary tea cups for hours, though we were never allowed to be seen together (Mother’s rules). On 
special occasions, her mom would join us, sometimes wearing a cheap Le Roc perfume that she had recewed 
as a wedding present. Sarah and I were best frends. 


Sarah’s father worked the mght shift in the factory and drank away what money didn’t go to rent. Sarah’s 
mom cleaned our house for my mother, which was the only job she could get; but the wages didn’t cover 
hiquor, food, and rent. They barely covered food. The Cowls slowly sank beneath the poverty line and, 
when they were one month rent delinquent, my mother evicted them. 


She forced the Cowl’s to leave all but the clothes on their backs, even Mrs. Cowl’s prized bottle of perfume. 
So it wouldn't be, as Mother put it, ‘a total loss’. 


While Mother was busy cleaning out their house and finding new renters, Sarah’s father managed to find 
them a spot under a bridge, where the winter draughts opened her mother’s body wnrde to pneumonia. There 
1s no doctor for the poor, and there was no money for the family to give her the help she needed. Mrs. Cowl 
died alone under the bridge three weeks later—her husband was working in the factory; her daughter 
shovelling snow off driveways. 


A month later I stopped seeing Sarah—her father sold her to a local pump, got drunk with the money, and 
then used up the rest with a prostitute one room away from Sarah’s. The next day he staggered into her 
room, begged her forgweness on his knees, then shot himself in the head. 


It’s a screwed up world we lie in. 


Charley sniffed the air again. “You’re wearing perfume, aren’t you?” 
“A story, Charles, you must tell me a happy story.” 


“You're wearing perfume.” Charley’s teeth grated. “Mother, you are wearing Le Roc, 
aren't you?” 


The scissors stopped cutting. “You aren’t telling me a story. I asked you for a happy 
story,’ his mother barked. 


“God forbid!” Charley yelled, flying into a rage. “I can’t believe you are even my 
mother!” He stared into her eyes. “I don’t even know you!” He snatched the pile of 
clippings from the coffee table. “Look at this. Just look at this!” Charley waved a glossy 
photo in her face. “This one’s an add for a dishwasher. Why do we need one, we’ve got 
two already? And this,” he motioned at a coupon, “this one is for dog food. We don’t 
even own a dog.” 


“Oh, but dear, it’s in bulk.” Mrs. Toward shook her head vigorously. “We’d be saving 


money on it.” 


“BUT WE DON’T HAVE A DOG!” Charley stormed. “We don’t need the piles of 
magazines, the piles of coupons, and all the piles of shit that you keep buying and leaving 
around the house!” He gestured with his hands full of cuttings towards the crowded living 
room. “We have more than enough stuff and still you clip more coupons and buy more 
crap we don’t need.” He stepped back from his mother and tears trickled down his face. 
“You don’t get it, do you? You are rich, yet you clip out coupons and pictures of 
unnecessary things that don’t make you happy. You’ve got money and yet you resort to 
wearing dead, poor people’s perfume.” 


His mother rose from her chair shaking with rage. “I did all this for you. I wanted you to 
be happy! I scrimped and saved to give you a good life.” 


“You were so cheap I had to walk to school and back. We had the cars and the money, 
but instead you said I needed the exercise.” 


“Ungrateful boy!” Mrs. ‘Toward rebuked him. “I wanted you to be healthy; the doctors 
said it might cure your posture.” 


“You sold people into slavery, Mom! You sold Sarah into prostitution because you didn’t 
care what her father did to her.” Charley threw the pile of cut-outs across the room. “We 
had empty rooms with just junk in them, but you forced the Cowls out of their house and 
into the street,” he said, amidst the flurry of falling paper. “You killed her mother 
through neglect and then you took her perfume. Now you stand here twenty-four years 
later and ask me to tell you a happy story?!’ Charley threw his hand into his breast 
pocket and whipped out a handgun. He grabbed his mother by the hair and yanked her 
head back yelling, “You want a story to be witty or funny?! It needs a moral or to make 
you feel good about your life?! Is my job as the narrator to make something entertaining 
for you to swallow? Well, swallow this Mother—!” Charley shoved the barrel of his pistol 
under his mother’s chin and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened. Charley watched his 
mother quiver, before dropping her to the floor, her eyes wide with astonishment. 


“It’s a toy gun, Mom,” he said. “It’s a fake, like you.” He bent forward more to look her 
square in the eyes. “Do you want to know why I’m all bent over like this? It’s not a 
medical condition. ’m hunched over because I bore for over twenty-four years the 
oppression you laid on the backs of others. Whenever others cowered underneath your 
gaze, I cowered too.” Charley stood up. “If that gun had been real, it would have killed 
you—and nothing you own would have saved you, Mom.” 


“Call me MOTHER!” she screamed. 


Charley walked out of the living room and stopped at the front door, standing up 
straighter than he had in years. “Goodbye ‘Mother’,” he called, stepping out the door 
and into the sunlight. 


Inside the living room, his mother tried to get up, tried to call him back, but she slipped 
on her magazine cuttings, knocking the wind out of her. “Charles,” she commanded 


hoarsely. “Charles, help your Mother up this instant! Charles!” 


[peter frieswick] 


| will journey with you to the country. 

{ will hope and | will dream, 

{ will lay my hope in your dreams! 

{ will organize a removal to bring forth a collection: 
The fantasies of shingles on rooftops with bodies 
underneath. 

I will pick the lilacs from the trees, 

So your senses can dance in wonder, 

A scent, a touch, a taste, 

Hearing myself think of this. 

A candle cannot be held to you. 

A lie cannot be told to you, 

Within this conversation my fac€ cannot turn away. 
| will teach the birds to Ay and 

They will force me to soar higher, 

Recklessly abandoning, this ground of birth. 

| will teach them to come back and 

They will repeat my own advice 

While a smile stares proudly at maturity. 

| will farm, | will drive, | play music to the world’s ears. 
| will pave the roads but | will miss the dirt and 

| hate the thought of not seeing you soon. 

I will speak of ared apple hanging from a tree; 
The snake, the hunger, the blessing, 

We will not be ashamed today or tomorrow. 

Q@ur honesty will be shared with the birds; 


Our life, ofr wings, our love. 


[andrew hall] 


above: monument hill, edinburgh 
(leah ensing] 

right: nova scotia photography 
[tiffany wagner] 


Definition 


The world holds you and I— 

Adam and Eve, before the fall 

and together we dance, arm in arm 
Experiencing love— 


And under the star-lit night—the moon lights up the stream—it is us, stretching 
here and there, caressing— 


Touch freedom, taste power— 
discover what it means to have 
the world as your art-piece— 
the ring on your finger. 


And | discover— 

that my heart is a shadow; 

my words, a cancer 

and together our dialogue of tongues seeks death. 


The world holds only you and I— 
Romeo and Juliet—entwined by estrangement 
broken definition— 


For Our hearts wander together in the darkness— 

We are but clinging shadows submerging into the deep. 
Apart from each other— 

we are nothing. 


Love is my jail. 

My identity is in poverty. 

I'm a hostage, a slave— 

a coloured glass of confusion. 


I'm a black, stained daughter. 
Clinging— 
Cling onto the Father 


But I’m the deceiver, the robber, the denier, the idolizer, the— 
Forgiven. 


The world holds you and I. 

Together, apart—we are not forsaken—but 
Ingrained—healed. 

Experiencing the Crimson Answer. 


[janine siemens] 


[tiffany wagner] 


[thank-you] 


